6                                    MARY STUAKT.
Et 1'amour sans fronteau
VolSter autour d'eUe, Deguisant son bandeau
Sous sun funebre voile Ou sont ces mots ecrits ; " Mourir on 6tre prSs."
At the moment of her departure, Mary Stuart, clad in full mourning garb of white, seemed lovelier than ever; great tears coursed silently down her cheeks, as she stood at the stern, she whose heart was "broken at having to depart, waving her handkerchief in farewell to those whose hearts were broken at having to remain behind.
Within half an hour they had left the harbor and were fairly out at sea. Suddenly Mary heard shrieks of distress astern of the galley. A vessel which was coming into port under full sail, had struck upon a hidden rock, through the blundering of the pilot; a large hole was opened in her bottom, she trembled and moaned a moment like a wounded man, then began to fill amid the shrieks of her crew. Mary stood pale and speechless, horrified beyond measure, watching her as she gradually sank out of sight, while the crew, as the hull went down, ran up the shrouds and into the yards to prolong their agony a few moments; at last hull, yards, masts, all were swallowed up in the yawning maw of the ocean. A black spot appeared here and there upon the surface of the water, but it was for an instant only; one by one they disappeared, the waves chased one another over the spot, and the spectators of the tragic scene, when they saw how calm and solitary the ocean was, as if nothing had happened, wondered if it were not an unreal vision which had appeared and vanished.
" Alas!" cried Mary, falling back into a sitting position, with her arms upon the taflrail, " what a sad omen